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want to play any more!" she was wailing. "I want to go and
see them fish!"

Sophie was heard to say something that apparently quieted
the girl, but Count Fredrik was already uneasy. "Of course,

with all these women about-----" he began. "Perhaps after

dinner----- No, Pechlin and Count Johan Engestrom are

dining with us, aren't they? And that young Ribbing fellow.
I have a number of things to discuss with them, things that
you ought to interest yourself in, my boy, if you want to take
3'our proper place in this country when I die." He stopped,
digging his walking-stick into the moss beside the path. "Not
enough rain this year/' he said. "It'll be a bad winter for the
peasants. And I'm getting old. Axel, I can hardly walk now
without my stick. ... By the way, did you know we were
marrying Emily to the Piper boy, Adolf's cousin?"

"But Emily is only twelve!" Axel was used to his father's
rambling changes of topic, but he was genuinely surprised at
the last item.

"Yes. Yes, of course," said the old gentleman, walking on
again. "When I said 'marrying', I only meant planning a
marriage for her. It would keep the estates in the family better.
If Sophie is really never going to give me a grandchild-----"

He had stopped quite dead this time, gazing at the lake. His
face had all the soldier's rigidity. He looked as he must have
looked when he held King Louis' commission, when the Royal
Swedes had fixed bayonets to await the evening onslaught on
the outskirts of some Czech village or beside a stream of
Saxony. His eyes were fixed on the water. "That's not a
perch," he said, "but by God, it's a pike! Out with your rod

quickly, boy. But quickly-----" he had broken into French.

"No, you'd better run up to the house! You'll never land him
with that affair of yours. Well, have a try if you like! The old
rascal will have gone if you don't get the damned thing
unstrapped quicker than that!"

A few moments later, Emily, running along the path, found
her great-uncle, his stick discarded, jumping up and down the
bank like a boy of twenty; Axel was vainly trying to keep up
with his torrent of technical instructions,

"Sophie's hidden somewhere," she said with a pout. "I can't